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Found my soul 


Disclaimer: Don't own, not true. No impeachment intended. 


Kurt's Pow 


| hate people. Plain and simple. I've never been one for popularity and | can't stand publicity or the media but 
guess what? l'm a ‘rock star’. Yeah, something so fake it makes me sick. Well, | don't really consider myself a 
rock star, not like some people at least. How they make it through all the crowds alone amazes me. I'm just a 


complex yet simple person who plays complex yet simple music. 


| don't need all the fan service, | don't need fans. | like solitude. Why can't people just understand that but | 
suppose they couldn't really. Half the time *l* don't even understand me... But *he* does. The one person | 


never thought I'd befriend, man it's a small world. Fuck, sometimes | can't believe were friends because we're 


so different but don't ..**people* say different can be a good thing? Hell if | know or even care. 


Axl understands me. He can appreaciate when there's a time for voice and when there's a time for quiet. 
That's the thing | lo--no fuck, like about him and no matter what shit is told about him, he won't act like it 


bothers him when it does. 


And | know it does. 


All the lies, all the bastardizing. It would tear me up if | had to go through all that so | fucking know it must 
have killed him. The immortal, or that's what | used to think he was. The immortal Axl Rose that *could* 
never fall or die inside. Well, | was so fucking wrong. He's like a small child sometimes, so insecure about the 


world and his mind is all fucked up but | can expect that from what he told me about his childhood. 


| am not gay. 


But goddamn, he's so beautiful, built so fragile but you know he can hold his own in a fight easily. Okay, at 
least | don't think of myself as gay, more of a person with an open mind. I'm really not bi either, so yeah | 
guess the right term is open mind. Oh Jesus, she's calling me again, can't she fucking see | want to be alone. | 


swear to god, this woman hates me. Fucking bitch. 


Her voice is so raspy compared to his voice, not his singing voice though. Just.. Am | fucking obsessed now or 
something? No, no way man, It's not like | want him physically or anything, not that I'd mind a romp in the 
sheet's with him, but I'm attracted to him mentally. Although | can do without his prissy attitude. 


Oh *fuck*. I'm turning into a cunt. 


TBC--in my spare time but | really wanted to write a Kurt Cobain/Axl Rose fic so P 


Safe 


Disclaimer: Don't own! No true so don't sue. No malice intended. 


Axl's Pov 


Fuck man, | just wanted a friend that has the same views and shit. Well, guess what? | found one, Kurt Cobain 
right. He's in one of those grunge band, you know, that depressive angst shit. Never really did get that music, 
but he's cool. 


| hate his wife though. She freaks me the hell out. 


| really don't like the bitch and he knows it, he doesn't mind. | don't even think he likes her and he fucking 


married her. Well anyway, we became fast friends, he's surpirsingly a great song writer-- 
l'm so lonely. 


Yes, Axl Rose is lonely. My bands broken up, Slash, my bestfriend left, left me. | just need someone, but then 
again | don't-- Kurt's fun to hang out with though, when he's not with *her* or writing. He writes a lot. | like 
some of his songs for grunge. There okay, not like 80's rock, nothings as good as that. 


Except Poison... 


| get jealous sometimes too, of his wife. ‘Courney Love’, fuck her. He needs someone that understand him. Not 
me, but someone. I'm a biut too old for him | think. I'm thirty-one and he's... | think twenty-seven Same age as 


me when | started the Guns. Yes, | started Guns N' Roses, not Slash. Not anyone. Maybe.. 
No it was me. Only me-- 


Kurt said he had a daughter, | haven't seen her yet, Francus Bean. Cute name. 


| think l'm falling in love with him. | don't want too, not again. | don't want that feeling anymore. It was too hard 
when *he* left me.. even when Erin left and | really hated her. Or | think | did, | can't remember why she left, 
| hadn't done anything to her. It was all so hard. 


| miss them all. Slash, Duff, Izzy, Steve, Gilby and Matt. 


And then again | don't. 


| never forced them to leave, not one-- 


It be nice to have a kid Settle down with someone who loves me and have a nice house. Not a hotel. Yeah, 


that'd be great. It'll also be great if | could kiss Kurt. His lips are so pretty. 


| don't think she would let me though. 


| hate her. 


And | think he does too. 


Rot with me 


Disclaimer: Don't own, don't sue. This isn't true, | didn't mean any malice. 
Fuck, fuck, fuck. | wanna die, | wanna die. | hate her, | hate him. 
| love him. 


| hate them, everyone. | wanna die, why can't | die?.. Too much angst, they're fucking controlling me, that's 


what they're doing. Well fuck em’ all, just... let them die. 
Let the voices die. 


God, let them die. They won't fucking go away, what the fuck is their problem. | wanna die, put wild flowers in 
my coffin and shut the goddamn lid. Say goodbye to my daughter for me, and tell her I'm going to heaven 
because | know l'm going to hell, but she doesn't need to know that. It's not that hard to lie, wasn't for me. 


Tell Dave, and Krist.. well they don't need to know l'm fucking insane even though | think they suspect it. And to 
Courtney, we belong together really, just two fuck-ups. We're insane, but we made something that's not. 
Francis, after I'm gone they should take her away from that bitch. 


Axl. 


| used to fucking hate what you stood for, and everything you were, and were not. Maybe | still do, but | know 
where you're coming from now at least. You with Slash, and me with Courtney, not the same situation, but 


close enough to mke me know how you feel. We're just the same--fuck they're saying shit again 


LEAVE ME THE FUCK ALONE. God it hurts, get them out, get them out! 


Someone save me. 


l-I don't want to die, but that's all they tell me, and that I'm a little faggot. That I'll burn in hell once I'm gone, 
and they'll laugh at my rotting corpse. Well, fuck them too, | wanna die, and when | do, I'll go to fucking hell, and 
| know I'm a fucking faggot, but .. 


| love him. Or what | call love. 


| haven't told anybody, no one knows. | don't want to tell Francis her dad wants to fuck another guy, I'd tell 
Courtney just for the hell of it though. To see her fucking face, her eyes bulge out. | was the only reason 


people even fucking know who she is. 


Besides, who the hell wants to know that Nirvana's lead singer wants the worlds notorious drama king. l'm 


really the only one who sees the real Axl Rose, he's just a hurt, out of touch with reality kind of guy. 


Just like me. 


God, let me hate him again, just let *him* die. Is he the reason for my insanity? Might be, could be, is. Am | 
really that insane? 


| wanna die. 


Die. 


Die. 


Die. 


Dead. 


Two fuck-ups. 


Dead. 


Just two fuck-ups. 


Dead. 


That's all | ever was to anyone, but not him. Not since | found him, and we got to know each other. Man, our 


first ‘bonding’ meeting was awkward, and full of suppressed anger, hatred, aggression. 


| can't remember where we ran into one another, but | know | insulted everything about him, from the way he 
sang, or used to sing, right down to his bull-shitter attitude. He didn't reply to me, so | sprang out some words 
| didn't know | knew until | saw one small drop of water run down his face, and then | knew. Axl was alone, and 


he was broken. The person in font of me was the *real* Axl, and | liked that person. 


Dead. 


| don't want to die. 


Don't die Kurt because then you couldn't supply your whore wife's drugs or give your fans a reason to live. 
Isn't that what everyone's going to say when I'm gone? Since he died, | guess there's nothing to live for 


anymore. Well, maybe there isn't. 


| want to die. 


And | want to take Axl with me because *we* belong together. Courtney can take my place in hell. The voices 
are back so | gotta fucking hurry, and write a goddamn suicide note. Killing yourself nowadays takes a fucking 


long time. Goodbye. 


Goodbye fame, fortune, and love. Goodbye all you jackasses you brought me down, and said | wasn't worth 


your fucking time. 


Well guess what? You aren't worth mine either. 


Goodbye. 


TBC--don't expect regular updates, | just had a lot of time. ~ 


